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was in pain, staring meanwhile at Paddy and me as if we were
accusing him of lying and needed to be convinced.
*
There is no end to the examples I witnessed and heard of the
difference in mentality between the two races; and the more
instances I collected, the wider the gap between them seemed
to be.
One year, at Tree River, the police were taking a census of
the natives. They would interrogate them, write down their
names, father's names, and the rest, while the Eskimos stood by
mystified, wondering what the police could be doing with these
things we call paper and pencil. When it was explained to
them, they understood — that is, they decided that the white
man possessed no memory and had invented this curious
practice in order to preserve what he would otherwise forget.
Shortly afterwards, a young Eskimo arrived at this same Post
and installed himself on a bench opposite the sergeant in charge.
He sat and sat until the policeman, disgusted by the sight of his
tranquil nose-picking, threw him out. Ten minutes later the
door opened; the native came in with a broad grin and sat
down again as if nothing had happened. The policeman,
astonished, called an interpreter in to find out why the man had
come back.
5You threw him out ten minutes ago/ said the interpreter.
cBut as he knows that you have no memory, he merely waited
a while and then came in again, quite sure you must have for-
gotten him.3
*
The Eskimo, you will exclaim, has the mind of a child.
Agreed: but is it not interesting that to the Eskimo it is we who
seem like children? We are impatient; we ask a thousand useless
questions; as soon as things go wrong we show our discontent
without fear of losing face. The Eskimo feels himself constantly
obliged to soothe us, placate us, as if we were children who
would fly into a rage unless we had our way.
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